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desperate fight. The arrow clove the air like the
forked flash of the lightning, and sped hissing to its
mark. In a moment Kama lay dead upon the field
of battle, and the victor raised his head, while his eyes
shone brightly with the light of a conquest undimmed
by personal hatred or mean advantage. Then the
shadows fell, night closed quickly in, and Arjun went
away to his tent.

XII

Next morning the news of his loss was brought to
Duryodhan. Surely now he would give orders that
Yudhishthir's righteous demands were to be satisfied
so that all the useless and cruel slaughter might
cease. But his hatred was unquenchable, and, de-
ceiving himself, he took credit for valour which was
not his own. He would fight to the death. Let
Salya, the charioteer of the fallen Kama, take com-
mand of the shattered forces. His orders were
at once obeyed. Salya fought with the skill and
might of a hero, but an arrow from Yudhishthir's
bow laid him dead upon the field, and Duryodhan,
seeing that hope was gone, fled in abject terror from
his foes.

Far away from the field of battle the fugitive
prince took refuge in a humble shelter of leaves and
branches which he set up with his own hands by the
side of a lake in the peaceful heart of a forest. But
the five tall sons of Pandu, who knew how to find
their way through the trackless forest, traced him